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The bet (Seattle Edition) 


Author's Notes: 
Just some unpretentious PWP written last night after watching the infamous ‘Tallica's Seattle live. Hopefully it's 
not too bad! 


As you may know, English is not my native language, so forgive my spelling errors and let me know what you 


think about it! 


Seattle. August 29, 789 


The stage was already a mere memory for them, though the crowd was still roaring. Bathing in sweat, clothes 


clinging to their skin, the guys walked backstage, content but tired. 


Everything had been said, everything had been dore, still there was some kind of thrill crawling its way to 


their bodies. 


The four finally reached their dressing room and got loose, quench their thirst, dried their sweat. Fleeing 
glances kept on meeting for a while as silence conquered their own haven. Not long after, Lars shut the door. 
Arousal spread within the room. Everybody knew, everybody was waiting patiently for that and once the Dane 
closed the door, eyes began to brake their running, hands stopped in midair, towels slipped from shoulders. 


It was just a bunch of seconds, then fingers hurged to feel, to grip, to squeeze once again; while tongues 


hustled to lick, to taste, to cool. 


A frenzied hug connected the four and chained them together. The singer's fingers interwined with the 
drummer's as Jason began to suck on his nipple eagerly. Kirk did the same with Lars’ neck and, shortly after, 
the two were rewarded with loud moans and James' big hands squeezing both their asses at once. Jason's 
tongue met with Lars' as the singer started to undo his belt. Soon enough, they all joined him and settled on 
the couch.. at least they all tried Three of them made it, but the new-kid couldn't benefit from certain 
privileges yet and was shoved to the ground. It was part of the mighty leader's rules and the silly jokes that 
came along with them. 


Without saying a word, the brunet sat down in James' lap, the other man's hard-on pressed against his belly, 
his tongue wandering in his partner's mouth. A hand moved to his crotch and surprisingly Jason noticed it 
wasn't James’. It was Lars’. The singer's eyes had been screwed shut by pleasure as he grinded against the 
body of his bassist, his fingers preparing and teasing his hole. The Dane was still exploring Jason's groin when 
he let out a moan that broke the general state of bliss; his lips were a little parted, his limbs frozen. Looking 


down, James and Jason noticed with a grin Kirk had lowered on the drummer's dick. 
And when the blond saw it, he could no longer restain himself. 


Without any warning, he roughly pulled his fingers out of Jason and replace them with his cock. Waves of 
pleasures crested and broke for a while as the brunet kept whining in pain. Reluctantly, he waited a moment or 
two for Jason's body to get used to the intrusion but when the brunet silenced, he started pounding into him 
even harder than Lars was doing. Everyone could tell it and Kirk even let out a "damn", right before asking 
Lars for more. He was a quivering mess too, his orgasm now approaching. The Dane grinned to James before 
gripping the brunet's hips and drill in his body. He used his last energies to reach Kirk's sweet spot and empty, 
and when he did it, he felt his partner tighten and shiver uncontrollably. He felt his dick being squeezed and 


came, filling the other to his brink, slowly coming down from his orgasm as James began to howl. 


Quickly, he pulled Kirk off his lap and kneeled in front of him while the blond was spilling his come into Jason's 
body. The war was not over. The drummer's lips closed around the guitarists shaft and started to pump 
eagerly as his eyes met James’. That's all Jason needed to see. His vision became blurred and the blond's hand 
began to stroke his cock too damn good. He half-closed his eyes, relaxing as much as possible and an instant 
later, he felt his warm come squirt on his own chest, the singer's hand still moving along his shaft. They just 
stared at each other and shared a kiss or two getting more comfortable on the couch while waiting for the 


other two to end. James looked awkward as always after sex, but Jason was now used to that. He got what 


the blond felt like just as he angrily shouted in the bassist face about his feelings.. that felt pretty awkward 
too, with Jason wanting to hug him and James shoving to get as far as possible from Jason. But now it was 
different, now that he knew, there was need of speaking. Jason just hugged him and kept quiet as they waited 
together for the Dane to finish his partner off. 

James had the biggest of grins on his face. 


As foreseen, Lars' pummel bobbed not long after and he swallowed everything Kirk has to give to the very 
last drop, his eyes fixed on the brunet's face. Once done, the two just sat down on the floor and started 
whining. They looked like a couple of pampered kids left alone for five minutes. James laughed, stroking softly 
Jason's hair. It'd been a good night so far and that night's stage had to have a ruler. Jason had its solo, Kirk 


improvised the whole time, Lars was the kick-start every song needed and now.. now it was Ais finest our. 
His and Jason's, of course. 


"Ladies and gentlemen, | think we have our winners Seattle edition’ he said, grinning. 


